PATCHWORK                                           "A"
to be Principal here himself, one day, I suppose it is
a very clever stunt, his everlasting, "Mr. Principal,"
whenever he speaks to me; but I like D------. I
don't believe a word Mary says. Mary doesn't know
D------. She's met him half a dozen times, I should
think; but, of course, she thinks she's got intuition,
whatever that may be.
And yet D------was b------y, this morning.
"Each and every time Mr. Principal has anything
to ask me, I think it a great honour to be able, if I
can, to be of help."
ccE,ach and every time I find a cobra in my
commode, Mr. D------, I shall have it killed in your
presence. Did you see any professors in the senior
common room as you came by?"
"I beg your pardon, Mr. Principal. I daresay the
professors and lecturers are all about their devoted
duties, Mr. Principal, but if you wish to speak to
anyone . . ,"
Just at this moment, as luck would have it, the
dear old buffer, M------K------,* went by, shuffling
along behind his beard. I thought it might be a
good thing to make a real show of this killing; and,
after all, the Professor of Persian is a good person to
have about, because he is, of course, a Moslem,
*Professor M------K------was, I believe, more than seventy years old.
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